
A PANORAMA OF SKY PERILS I 



HOLD YOUR HORSES, 
FEUOWS! 

you are! Don't delay! Clip this coupon 
and mail rt along with the money. You'll 
get Mochonlx Illustrated for seven big 
issues — it's a GREAT magazine! This is 




Start Your 
Subscription How 

Voull be glad every time the new 
Meehami Illustrated is dropped in your 
letler-bos by the mailman. This coupon 



Dear Sir; I am enclosing S1.00 for s 
of Mechanic Illustrated. Please hurry. I don't 
want to miss any of the new issues! 



Address. 
City 
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To help im maintain high wind- 
tfd< of wholeeome entertainment 
our comic* public*! i odi, wo 
e enlisted the aid of ihe dii- 
IiDgoiahed individual* whose 
naote* an liven above. 



FUSILLADE OF 81AZ1NG SHORT F6ATUKW... 
JOHWY BLAK-WSMT/OA/S-ReD SKY£ 
SHORT STOW— STRATO-f=AC79 
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OWTF1EUJSR 
Of JUS WOKLO'S 
CHAMPION 

Person" 

TIMERS 



CRAMER'S OUTSTANDING RECORD IS 

TWICE MAKING SIX HITS IN SIX TRIES 
fc DURING A SINGLE GAME. ONLY TWO 
r °THEK MAJOR LEAGUER'S HAVE SVER 
' DONE A DOUBLE TAKE ON THE "SIX 
FOR SIX" ROUTINE 



SlEA^Plf 




*/7 

tfF yOU WANT TO HIKE YOUR BATTING AVERAGE 
I CAN GIVE YOU SOME EASY ADVICE- SAyS 
TOO CRAMER. STUDY THE FORM OF FAMOUS 
BIG LEAGUE HITTERS IN WHEATIES NEW S0OJC 
WANT TO BE A BASEEALL CHAMPION ?' (THB* 
OFFENSIVE SAME )." USE COUPON ON VOuR 
WHEATIES PACKAGE TO «T VOUHa>l>V 
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Tiatv -fat a. Pom. of tfuxaz SmaAt, Sha/tp, SupiA. 
BALL-BAND CANVAS SPORT SHOES ! 



art!! WERE °*» Ou„ 
aO 8 ? I MB*' PAIR To*? My 





BILL, YOURE A WHIZ- I YEAH? DID YOU SEE MY \& 
YOtfLL MAKE THE ff SNAPPY FOOTWORK? 
TOURNAMENT, SURE.' I THAT'S BALL-BAND,' 




TIRED OF HIKING? NOT US/ 
BALL-BAND SHOE5 ARE LIGHT AN' 
EASY WALKING, YET REALLY 
RUGGED/ 




EVERY MOTHER 
LOVES THEM TOO- 
TH EY WASH SO 
EASILY— SOLES 
WONT MARK 
FLOORS, AND THEY 
HELP KEEP FEET 
HEALTHIER— 
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LAf I AIN M1PNIGMI 
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ODD BUT TRUE INVENTIONS 

FROM THE FILE'S OF THE U.S. PATENT OFFICE, WASHINGTON, PC 



WHY DISTURB yOUR 
NEIGHBORS ? JUST 
PLUG THE ATTACHMENT 
IN YOUR EARS, AND 

you, and you alone 

WILL HEAR THE ALARM 
WHEN IT RINGS ! 



INVENTION OF ALARM 
CLOCK PAT. NO. 1,166,9(3 
PATENTED FEB. 1911. 



trfWSALARM CLOCK INVENTION 
IS NOT RECOMMENDED FOR 
ABSENT-A41NDED DOCTORS I 



WHEREAS ) /THERE AIN'T 
THE FIRE // NONE 





-OR ANY ABSENT-MINDED 
PERSON, FOR THAT MATTER... 




UNDERSTAND 
" MY EARS 



/ I CAN'T I 
( IT," DOC'; 
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RED LANDS A CONTRACT 

ft "Red Sty 7 < ¥ K 9 Stwuf--ty Rtt&svU *Kmu* 



If was fta ««saat*«*f« 

«o«ffffl t of ftac* ttya Hurt 
larv/vatf fas frfai ras» 
apefasr daota fai ft* a*-... 
wis* rt« fafwv <*t to*kur4s 
Mrtl** ftasa to f*« MnM 

HERTC tbe Kingston 
airfield ahead, PniL 
Shall I Uki h«r iar Rtd 
Shy*, m« pilot for Richard* 
Airlines, looked over question- 
iogly st bis friend sod bow. 
Psul Richards. 

"Sun thing. Red. I'm in s 
hurry to get over to the CON- 
DOR office and ice what H. 
C Field thought of my offer,'* 
replied the gray thatched air- 
lines president. 

Skillfully, Red banked the 
four-place Republic SEABEE 
■gainst the wind, watching 
for traffic and picking up his 
landing directions from the 
airport'i control tower. He 
cut his tpeed, hit the runway 
without a jar and braked the 
alack little amphibian to a 
smooth stop. 

"Just what is It you're see- 
ing Field about?" asked the 
red-headed ex-flying officer aa 
they clambered out of the 
plane. "Was it that idea you 
bad about shipping supplies 
and men to the CONDOR 
mines by plane?" 

"That's It, Red. I'm hoping 
that we can land a contract 
to handle all of Field's trans- 
port. I sent him an outline 
of the job we could do, with 
a cost estimate, and he wired 
me to come in and talk to 
him. Let's grab a cab I" 



EL C FIELD turned out to 
be a tougher nut to crack than 
Paul Richards had antici- 
pated. Bald and poker-faced, 
the Tni" in g company president 
sat behind his big desk and 
studied the statistics that 
Richard* had sent. 

Finally, be looked up from 
the papers and boomed in a 
deep voice, "As I understand 
it, you feel that Richards Air- 
lines can handle a complete 
contract to ship in men and 
supplies and take out the re- 
fined ore from the CONDOR 
mine areas. Is that it?" 

"Exactly," said Red's boss 
eagerly. "Your mines are so 
inaccessible to ordinary trans- 
portation that truck and train 
costs go sky-high. But, by 
building one small, key air- 
field, we'll be able to cut your 
costs and save you time too!" 

"On paper you've proven 
you can."H. C. Field frowned. 
"But there's a big risk in- 
volved. I don't trust flying for 
this sort of job. It's too new. 
It hasn't yet proven itself." 
"Then your answer is no?" 
"I'm afraid so," replied the 
mining president. "Sorry you 
had to make this long trip for 
nothing." 

"That's all right," said Paul 
Richards slowly. "But I think 
you're making a mistake, Mr. 
Field." 

As they left the CONDOR 
CO. office. Red watched his 
boss closely. Disappointment 
showed on the older man's 
face, but he was too good a 
sport to do more than say, 



"I'd sort of* counted on land- 
ing that contract, Red. We're 
going to have tough sledding 
without it" 

Back again at the airport, 
they climbed into their plane, 
taxied to the end of the strip. 

Red checked the weather 
map he'd been given in the 
hangar. 

"They've been having heavy 
rain, almost a cloudburst, 
north of Kingston," he noted. 
"But our route is pretty clear." 

"Okay," answered Richards. 
"Then let's head for home. 
I'd like to be back at the air- 
field before dark." 

*J"EN MINUTES later, as 
they winged buoyantly 
over the foothills outside of 
Kingston, Red twisted his 
radio dial idly. Suddenly, his 
keen ear caught a faint mes- 
sage. 

"Paul," he cried, "listen to 
thisl Someone's calling the 
hospital in Kingston!" 

Both men listened to the 
radio intently. 

"They're radioing from a 
boys* camp up at Arnett's 
Notch ... A kid's been taken 
badfy sick, and they want the 
Kingston hospital to rush up 
an ambulance!" 

Red's face turned white, 
"But they won't be able to 
do that," he said. "My weather 
map showed that the highway 
through the; mountains was 
washed out by the heavy 
rains. And that's the only way 
they can get an ambulance 
through to Ametfs Notch!" 



WW* 
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"They say they've got to 
get the kid to a hospital. If 
there's no other way . . ." Paul 
Richards set his jaw. ". . . Red, 
do you think we could get up 
there and fly him out in the 
SEABEE?" ■ 

Red was silent for a mo- 
ment. His lean hand tightened 
on the stick. 

"There'll be heavy rain 
over the mountains, and tricky 
air currents going down into 
the Notch. But there's a fair 
chance we can get in and land 
on the lake by the boys' 
camp." 

The two men looked at each 
other and there was no need 
to say anything further. Red 
turned the plane and in a mo- 
ment they were heading north, 
toward a heavy gray bank of 
clouds that meant trouble. 

fHE CLOUDS grew and 
darkened, till they envel- 
oped the little amphibian, 
swirling and pelting against 
its plexiglass canopy. Red 
peered ahead into the dark, 
his war-trained hand and eyes 
fighting an enemy that was 
not new to him. After thirty 
missions over the Hump, a 
man learned every treacher- 
ous trick that a razor-edge 
mountain belt could dream 
up- 
Dipping in air pockets and 
buffeted by the storm, they 
fought through the skies. 

Suddenly Paul Richards 
caught Red's arm. "Down 
there. Red. Looks like a lake." 

"I saw it, Paul," answered 
the scarlet-topped airman. 
"It's Arnett's Notch, all right. 
I'm taking her down. Cross 
your fingers." 

Gently Red nursed the 
SEABEE down toward the 
tiny lake set in the heart of 
heavily wooded mountains. 
From a cluster of cabins at 
the water's edge, dut ran two 
little figures. As Red did a 
quick slip to lose altitude, pre- 
paring to land at the southern 
end of the lake, they waved 
him off frantically. 

"Hold ft," cried Richards. 
"They don't want uj to come 
In." 



"And no wonder,** gritted 
Red. "I see rocks under the 
surface down there. Let's try 
the north edge." 

This time, the campers 
waved the plane in encourag- 
ingly. As it hit the water and 
ploughed to a jouncing stop, 
they got into a boat and began 
to row out to it. 

"Hello, there," shouted 
Richards through the rain, 
when the men got within hail- 
ing distance. "We hear you've 
got a sick boy here. We came 
up to get him to the hospital 
in a hurry!" 

"Great!" called the man in 
the bow of the boat. "If you'll 
come in a bit, we'll bring him 
out to you." 

Red taxied in as close to 
the bank as he dared. On the 
shore, several campers carried 
a boy, swathed in blankets and 
on an improvised stretcher, 
from one of the cabins. Care- 
fully, they bore him out into 
the shallows and transferred 
him to the cabin of the bob- 
bing plane. 

"What's wrong with him?" 
Richards shouted down 
against the noise of the driving 

"Don't know!" replied one 
of the campers through 
cupped hands. "He says he's 
got terrible cramps. We didn't 
want to risk keeping him here 
a second longer than we had 
to." 

"And that," Red Skye said 
to himself, "is my cue to high- 
tail it out of here and back 
to Kingston!" 

With the aid of the waist- 
deep campers he turned the 
plane in the shallows, revved 
up his motor and started a 
take-off run, pulling the 
throttle back til! it was wide 
open. Faster and faster the 
SEABEE skimmed the rough 
surface of the lake, till sud- 
denly it was clear of the slap- 
ping waves, skimming over 
the opposite mountains in a 
steep climb. 

Red looked over at his boss, 
who was bending over the 
white-faced boy in the blank- 
ets. "Paul, how is he?" 



"Hard to ten,** Riehanji 
answered. "But in half an hoar 
he'll be in doctor's hands, and 
then we'll know for sure." 

Red peered ahead into tfce 
murk, as the SEABEE hurtled 
forward at top speed. This 
rescue mission was as real aa 
any errand of war destruction 
he had ever been on. He had 
to make goodl 

TWO HOURS later. Red 
Skye and Paul Richards 
waited anxiously outside the 
operating room of the King- 
ston Hospital. The door 
opened and a surgeon came 
out, stripping gloves from his 
hands. 

Red and Richards pressed 
forward. 

"How's the boy, doctor? 
Will he be all right?" 

The surgeon whirled to face 
them. 

"Are you the two men who 
flew him down from the camp? 
You did a good job. He was 
suffering from acute appendi- 
citis. Another few hours and 
I couldn't have saved him.** 

His lined face broke into • 
warm smile. "But we've oper- 
ated in time. Hell live!" 

Suddenly a familiar voice 
boomed out— "Mr. Richards) 
Red! I'd like to talk to you,* 

THE TWO flying men 

M turned to see H. C. Field, 
president of the CONDOR 
CO., coming down the hall. 

"Mr. Field! What are yon 
doing here? Wha— ** 

"I've changed my -mind, 
Richards, about that trans- 
port contract," said the rain- 
ing executive. "I'd like you 
to come down to my office 
now, to discuss terms." 

"You mean you'll give us 
the contract? But why?" asked 
Richards. 

"First, because you've 
proved to me, in flying this 
sick boy down from the 
mountains, that you can Gcfc 
tough weather conditions to 
do • job. 

"And, second, because the 
name of the young boy you 
rescued was Tom Field. He's 
my only sonP 

The End 
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A SALON Tim 

COLD WAVE 
PERMANENT 

£i£&3 Junta 



It's Easy as CamMtp fm MI 

A Perfect comfort— m 
machines, aa hint 

• 'Takes" oatMW 
coarse hntr 

• Ideal too, for children 1 ! htk 

• Your COLD WAVE Per* 
manen t wjH iAti T*ttf 
and month* 

f) Satisfaction pnmitbmd «* 



Girls, you can know the joy of n*t«rat locking curl* and waves by tonight. Think of it,— — 
the New Charm-Kurl Supreme Cold Wave kit it's done in 2 to 3 hours at home. Contains Ac UM 

ingredients used by beauty salons giving Cold Wave* carting up to J15.00 or more. A famow 
fceauty editor says : "Some of the loveliest Cold Wave permanents are not done in beauty shops, 
because more and more glamour-gifted girls are doing their own permanents at home." 



SUPREME 



C01DWAVE 



!*• iww Charm Kurt SUPBSMf COWS WAVt Kit 
it far fttla <rt Drop Storiff, Cam»tie Counter* and 
ff« «W fO« Stow, 




m ma in Canada 11.35 at 

DRUG, COSMETIC AND VARIETY 
COUNTESS. CANADIAN AO 
Ctm* PHASER HAIR FASHIONS, 
22 COUEOE STRUT, TORONTO, 



CARMN MWMMf 
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